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man said he had heard of me from a certain German officer who
bought several water-colours of mine and they wanted to have a
look round my atelier. This was my atelier, wasn't it? I said it was
but 1 had moved my paintings elsewhere and . . . The woman
was walking straight into the flat. I stood before her, and with the
smile of a man of the world to a woman of the world I said 1 was
sorry, but a lady of little repute had spent the night with me and
she wouldn't appreciate it if her sleep were disturbed, The German
woman gave me a murderous look. They remained there, purpose-
ful, and then I said if they wanted to buy pictures 1 would take them
to a shop not far from the house. That didn't move them either.
"The lady is getting up," 1 said. "1 can hear her. You must go.w
I pushed them out and they accepted the next best thing and asked
me to take them to the picture shop. We walked together and
the man who had spoken first now said in that intense German
whisper to which 1 had listened for four months.
"You aren't French, are you?" "No, I'm Hungarian." A barrage
of questions followed. In the shop they were something of a flop,
and it was clear they hadn't the faintest desire to buy a picture.
The questions continued to fly around me. Finally, the woman
asked whether they could come another time and look at my
paintings: there surely must be some pictures loft there and they
would like to see them very, very much. I gave them a date for
Sunday.
On Sunday I would be gone.
"They look like Jfrcs," the dealer's wife said when they were gone.
The dealer was a friend of mine, a typical Parisian of the XVUIe, and
I told them 1 was going to England. "Tell the English 1 didn't want
to get myself killed for ten sous a day," the dealer said. 1 promised
I'd tell them. So I do.
His wife asked me if I'd like to see an English leaflet. I said,
naturally. So she showed me one. 1 looked at it aghast; then I
understood.
"This isn't an English leaflet/ I said. "The Germans made this
leaflet to discredit the English, to make them ridiculous. The
cunning swine."
The leaflet declared that by nth November British troops would
be marching up the Champs Elysees. The war would be over by
then. In the near future British troops would land all along the
coast between Dunkerque and Brest. President Roosevelt was send-
ing thousands and thousands of Flying Fortresses, and one of those
Fortresses was enough to destroy a large town. Now I understood
why my charwomen and workmen friends spoke so mysteriously of